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My gratitude to you and your lord is great. Your kindness to me is
manifold. Do not test me, my lady, I am really grateful. ... Or,
do you want me to be killed by your lord, and therefore will force me
to make love to you ? Your words give me pain, even to the very ears
that heard your words. Spare me, my mistress.

PRINCESS. Your darling's life, you lump of beauty with a com-
plexion as lovely as a black begging-bowl! Are you going to consider
birth and fortune? Have you never heard of a fairy-like princess
marrying a leper ? Have you no love of physical comfort, have you
no material desires? Are you a saint? All human beings do not
choose their mates according to class; they have to take what they get.
When there is no better price to be obtained, one has to sell a blush-
ing ruby for a basket of rice. . . . You are getting a jewel at that
price now and are you going to hesitate ?

STUMPY. Inmate of the palace, gold-in-millions, whose beauty is
as cooling as a full moon, and whose honour and respectability last
for ever, princess torn to great fortune. ... I dare not, I dare not.
I do not want to be overdone in the heat of Hell, by sinning against
the noble lord that gave me new life. Have I not enough of sin?
Have I not been shamed and punished ? Do not sin, my royal princess,
punishment follows always. . . . Will you not consider your birth,

0 princess, born in the palace of Sun-kings?

PRINCESS. The fire in my breast, my lord Stumpy! (Singing)
'Will you turn away the silver beauty that wanders in the mist? Is
it not time to discard your old flower, and wear the emerald-stemmed
jasmine-bud that languishes in vain?' You old-fashioned, ancient
man I Will you waste time and the day in talking of religion, and
using undecisive and inconclusive argument? If you will talk of
religion, you will never enjoy the pleasures of this life. O Father
Stumpy, will you not have some modern education? Are you afraid
to die? * Everything that has a beginning has an ending!* We all have
to die some day. In this world of ours, one has to decide and act
quickly. Hurry, hurry, lord.

STUMPY. Princess full of glory, who is above the world! (Singing)
'A frightened kid is made more so by being shown a screaming
cat. I am in terror, but this modesty increases the terror, and sends
shivers down the spine by her words/ I was on the road to death,

1  lingered at the gate of death.   Only my great luck saved my life,
I do not wish to die so soon after being saved.    I love life, please
spare me, my lady.